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Almeda Glenn Miller
The calibre of these offerings from Black Bear Review is a clear indication that reading and 
writing are alive and well in the Kootenays. In a recent exercise, my students came up with 
a list of what makes an engaging story, and at the end of the list was, “a good reader”. In the 
discussion of dialogue, and all the typical assignations of how it reveals character, advances 
the story, and controls the pace, another student added “what about the dialogue between the 
writer and the reader”? This collection is a clear example of when you, our good readers, get 
to converse with the Black Bear Review’s good writers. But our discussion didn’t stop there, 
because I can go on and on and on about what makes a good story. We got to talk about 
Texture and Atmophere and Voice and we came to understand how voice reveals culture. All 
of these submissions in Black Bear Review are only a partial reveal of Kootenay culture and we 
hope to inspire good readers and good writers in the future to leave their scat on our pages so 
we can continue to sniff around this conversation. 
In this inaugural print edition – a collaboration between Creative Writing and Digital 
Arts - we have “Scariel Chao”’s Roller Derby essay about a woman who feels the derby-girl 
vibe of the Kootenays and joins the sisterhood of Derby with the Dam City Rollers. Scariel 
stares into the face of derby danger and is welcomed with open arms into a culture she could 
have never imagined possible with her big city ways. It’s a feel- good story that ensures I 
can walk into a derby-girl room and speak their language. I’ve been waiting for Corrine 
Bundshchuh’s work and presto “Wendy, Wilbur and the Water Truck”, pink parts and all, is 
one of those long awaited narratives from the Shambhalla phenomenon that reveals culture 
in all its crazy finery. Such surprising imagery. Shannon Stasyk’s essay “Fear of God” is a 
bit of a departure and yet boldly explores questions of faith and what it means to come close 
to prayer. From superhero x-ray glasses in Whitney Rothwell’s “Value of a $” to both Erin 
Simonen’s and Andrew Visser’s dark tales that scream horror, horror, horror, we are getting 
the full spectrum of writing for the ‘good readers’ of the Kootenays. Fletcher Fitzgibbon and 
Joel Zushman’s he said, he said in “Timeless, Too: An Exercise in the Mutual Inclusivity of 
Perceived Recollection in Shared Experiences” is an excellent example of how experiments 
don’t have to fail. Paulton Serring’s “Exercising Stream of Consciousness” harkens back to a 
writing tradition that has influenced many great writers we read today. Finally, what a lovely 
collection of exceptional poets we have in the Kootenays. Katie Sawyer’s poem “Backyard 
Haibun” rings exotically true to the local and leaves me hungering for honeysuckle. Elizabeth 
Cunningham’s predilection for the sound and feel of words makes her poem “Peregrine” 
rattle on the page. Dylan Lachelt’s “Vehophobia” veers along the edges of comfort and stalls 
us with her breaks. Slay me in Giofu’s “Sadist Haiku” and let me “lust for truth...unsated” in 
Pengelly’s “Printed Word”. All of these writers in one issue offer great promise for the Black 
Bear Review and we, the Bears, thank you for your contributions. So read on and dream up a 
way to leave your paw prints in the upcoming issues.
6Truth is you aren’t looking forward to helping your 
parents pack up the house.  You’ve lived ten years in the 
same studio apartment for a reason.  When you started 
at the accounting firm, you moved here to save money 
while you paid down your student debt.  Now you could 
easily afford a bigger place but can’t see the point.  Why 
spend the extra money each month when you could save 
it?  Anyway, there’s barely enough room to bring more 
junk in here, so you’ll have to talk to the super about 
finally using your storage locker in the basement.  Maybe 
you could donate your old stuff to a charity, or better yet, 
sell it on ebay – some of those old superhero comics might 
be worth something to someone.   
Luckily most of your stuff is already neatly organized 
in boxes.  At age eleven, you ended the carefree days of 
youth and packed all your childish things away, setting 
up your room like an office cubicle with a bed in it.  Your 
mom cried but you knew it was for the best, you couldn’t 
let yourself believe in the foolish notions of childhood 
anymore.  Now, folding up your old dress shirts and 
khakis from high school took no time at all; you packed 
them into a cardboard box and marked in big capital 
letters with a black marker: GARAGE SALE.  Beside 
it you stacked boxes labelled TOYS, BOOKS, LEGO 
SETS, and OTHER.  You can hear your sister and 
mother talking in the next room; the walls in this old 
Value of a Dollar
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7place have always been so thin, it’s surprising you can’t 
see right through them.  The box of comic books is in a 
separate pile with your coin collection and other things 
you might try to sell online. The closet is nearly empty, 
and you feel almost as empty inside. Maybe you hoped 
to find some inspiration in this old room, something to 
shake you from the hollowness you’ve felt lately. You scan 
the empty closet and see an envelope tucked into the 
farthest corner. You know exactly what’s in the fragile, 
yellowing envelope although you haven’t thought about 
it in twenty-four years.  
You loved to read superhero comics – the thought of 
having a superpower was thrilling – in a makeshift tent 
under the blue plaid bedcovers by the light of a flashlight, 
you would read long after Mom had turned off the lights. 
The act of keeping a secret from your parents was exhil-
arating.  When you found an ad for x-ray glasses on the 
back page of a comic, you daydreamed about spying 
on your parents through the kitchen wall or checking 
out the principal’s polka dot underwear during a boring 
assembly.  You saved every coin you could scrounge from 
the sidewalk or under the couch cushions until you had 
five dollars and twenty three cents – just enough to buy 
an envelope, stamp and pay three dollars for the glasses. 
Your father had always tried to instill the value of a dollar 
in you and was annoyed when you showed him the care-
fully clipped order form.  He ranted about what a waste 
of money it was while your mother tried to calm him 
down with murmurs of , “He’s just a boy, Mark, what 
harm could it do?”  You were sure the x-ray specs were 
the investment opportunity of a lifetime and brought the 
envelope to school, intending to mail it that afternoon. 
Your best friend, James, told you that his cousin had 
ordered a pair and they had both tried them – they didn’t 
work – don’t waste your money.  And finally, when you 
made it all the way to the post office to buy a stamp and 
mail off the little envelope, the grouchy lady behind the 
counter sneered, “You know you won’t be able to get 
your money back for these. Don’t come here asking how 
to get a refund, once you send away for these silly things. 
Your money’s gone for good, kid”.  As you crept out the 
door you overheard her mumbling, “that’s five kids this 
month . . . what a waste!”
When the glasses arrived six weeks later, it sunk in. 
What a chump you were to spend your money on such a 
foolish gimmick. You thought you could really have x-ray 
vision, you scolded yourself.  You hadn’t even bothered to 
open the envelope, just threw it to the back of your closet, 
hoping to forget about the whole affair forever, but the one 
thing that stuck with you was a vow you made to never 
be so foolish again, never to believe in super powers and 
never, ever to spend your money without due diligence.  
Now faced once again with that envelope, you snatch 
it up and throw it onto the dresser.  Maybe a vintage pair 
of x-ray glasses could fetch a decent price on ebay with 
the rest of this nonsense.  As you fold up the bedding and 
empty the last of the dresser drawers, you can’t help but 
wonder about those glasses. “I never even tried them 
on,” you mutter aloud. “I wonder what they look like.”
You turn to pick up the envelope and flip it over in 
your hands.  The paper has yellowed and smells of old 
books; the glue holding it closed is brittle and easily 
separates under your fingertip.  You take a deep breath 
and look around at the navy walls of your old bedroom. 
Opening the envelope slowly, you peer inside.  Carefully 
removing the cardboard glasses from their sheath, you 
purse your lips together as you examine them – they’re in 
better shape than you thought after so long.  You chuckle 
to yourself because they look exactly how you imagined 
they would when you sent away for them.  Thick card-
board frames decorated with wide black and white stripes 
radiating in a sunburst pattern, the glass seem to be made 
of some sort of glittery, holographic cellophane.  Putting 
the glasses up to your face to get a better look, you notice 
something strange.  Through the glasses, everything has 
a wispy aura of iridescent colour around it, but there’s 
something more.  You look around to make sure that no 
one is looking, you try them on, and face the mirror to 
get a look at yourself.  
“How ridiculous,” you say as you strain to get a clear 
focus on your face.  “Jeez,” you gasp. You never noticed 
how visible your veins are becoming. Maybe it’s time 
to start using one of those girly anti-aging skin creams 
Sharon’s always trying to push on you. “It’s specifically 
made for men!” she claims.  But as you focus harder, you 
see that there’s more going on than just the toll of aging 
thirty-five years on your skin.  Startled, you throw the 
glasses to the bed and quickly get back to packing the last 
articles of bedding into a box labelled LINENS.
After dinner, you pack your car and stand in the 
middle of your empty bedroom for the last time. 
Scanning the room, you come to the naked bed and spot 
the cardboard glasses. You grab them and shove them 
in your shirt pocket before anyone sees and walk back 
out to your car. After a kiss goodbye for your mom and 
a firm handshake from your dad, you’re off. On the way 
8better of it though, it’s a bit too risky.  Finally you think of 
a plan that balances the amount of risk you’re willing to 
take and will allow you to practice using x-ray vision on 
a small scale. You stopped seeing movies at the theatres 
– an outing that you enjoyed – when they doubled the 
price of a ticket from six dollars to twelve.   
You spend the day practicing your new ability around 
the neighbourhood.  It’s been enlightening, seeing into 
your neighbours apartments and you think you’ll have 
to move to a better area.  It was embarrassing enough to 
see your overweight and overly hairy neighbour watching 
T.V. in the nude, but to realize you are the person living 
next door to such a character is perfectly unbearable.
After a dinner out, guiltily spying on what’s beneath 
the waitress’ top, you pick up a pair of sunglasses and 
head over to the theatre in your sedan. You park just 
outside the theatre at six-thirty, long before the latest 
sci-fi action flick starts but early enough to get a good 
spot. You put on the X-ray glasses – cleverly disguising 
them with sunglasses on top  – and wait in your car. 
The movie starts at seven.  For half an hour you watch 
patrons file into their seats, some with popcorn buckets 
and large sodas in their hands.  It’s an interesting view 
from this outside perspective, seeing where people choose 
to sit and how the seats fill up from the middle outwards. 
As you wait, you’re also practicing staring at the perfect 
focal length to view the movie screen inside which, when 
you have the correct focal length, looks as normal as if 
you were in the theatre. An inexpensive listening device 
only cost you the price of one movie ticket and a small 
popcorn, so you splurged in order to hear the accompa-
nying dialogue. 
The movie finishes around nine and it’s already 
dark.  You feel a little silly, sitting alone in the parking 
lot wearing sunglasses at night, but the movie was good 
and worth the effort to save the unreasonable cost of tick-
ets these days.  On the way home you have some trouble 
seeing the road.  Reaching up to take off the glasses, you 
realize you’re not wearing them.  You struggle and strain 
to see the road clearly but figure that your eyes must just 
be tired from the movie.  Surely they’ll feel better in the 
morning.  On the way home, you devise a plan to make 
better use of this power you now wield.  You won’t rob 
a bank, not yet, but you could probably get away with 
something smaller, something no one would notice.  
The next morning, your eyes are not feeling better. 
When you strain to focus them, they hurt and everything 
looks like it’s through a blurry kaleidoscope.  But when 
you put on the cardboard frames, everything comes into 
home, you sneer at the volunteer on your corner who’s 
collecting money for sick kids. Sick kids whose parents 
can’t afford their treatments.  Some people should never 
have kids, you think.
That night, your dreams are so strange they wake you 
in the night.  Looking over at the alarm on the night-
stand, the x-ray glasses look back at you.  You placed 
them there before bed so you could get a better look at 
them in the morning, but now curiosity is getting the 
better of you, so you turn on the lamp.  With the strange 
spectacles on your face, you feel an odd sensation in 
your eyes.  It’s hard to see. You put your hand in front 
of your face and squint.  The harder you focus on your 
hand, the harder it is to see, but if you relax your focus, 
it comes into perfect view.  How strange, it’s the stages 
in between seeing your hand as it normally looks and 
when your hand completely disappears that you’re most 
interested in, it seems like – but of course that’s impossi-
ble – but it seems like the x-ray glasses are . . . working? 
As you sharpen your focus from relaxed to tense, you can 
see your muscle tissues and connecting tendons – veins 
pumping blood – the tiny bones in your fingers – is that 
your carpal tunnel?  It is.  How can this be possible? You 
look at the clock again and struggle to focus to the right 
amount of clarity to see the bright red numbers: 5:38.  As 
you practice looking at different objects and varying focal 
lengths around the room, it becomes easier to navigate 
this new power.  This must be another strange dream.
You decide to get up out of bed because if this is a 
dream, you might as well make the best of it.  You put the 
glasses back in your pocket and make a Sunday breakfast 
in the microwave.  While the turntable rotates you imag-
ine what you could do with a pair of working x-ray glasses 
– if you had a pair of working x-ray glasses – which you 
still don’t believe that you do.  Your first ideas are quite 
grand: you could spy on the bank manager entering the 
code to the safe, all while sitting innocently in your car 
outside, waiting for your opportune moment.  You think 
On the way home, you devise a plan to make 
better use of this power you now wield.  
You won’t rob a bank, not yet, but you could 
probably get away with something smaller, 
something no one would notice.
9clarity.  It’s no longer hard to control your focus with the 
glasses on, so you decide just to wear them all day.  You 
call in sick to work, you might not even need to go back. 
For now, you’ll hold off on quitting – after all, it’s possible 
this is some sort of hallucination, a trick of the mind.  
So you walk down to the corner store, wearing both 
pairs of glasses, and pass that detestable volunteer again. 
Why doesn’t he get a real job and quit wasting his time? 
You walk into the convenience store, pretend to rifle 
through the magazines, and pick one up without looking 
at it very much – it’s not really part of your plan.  When 
you get to the register, you realize it’s a woodworking 
magazine.  You stare at the counter through the glass 
that covers the instant scratch and win lotto tickets.  You 
stare deeply at them, seemingly mesmerized to the poor 
cashier who waits.  The numbers and letters come to the 
surface and you study them carefully.  There’s the one. 
You really lucked out.  One ticket with a winning prize 
of fifty thousand dollars.  Your mind starts to wander, 
trying to calculate the odds of that ticket being at the 
first convenience store you try, but you dismiss the calcu-
lations for now.  
“I’ll take a scratch ticket too, please.”  You barely look 
up. The cashier must be feeling awkward but she complies 
and pulls out the tray.  “Can I pick whichever one I want?” 
You fleetingly glance at her face long enough to see her 
nod, her face betraying her bewilderment.  You pick out 
the winning ticket, pay for it and the magazine.
You can’t believe your luck.  Imagine how foolish 
you were to ignore these glasses for so long, although it’s 
probably a blessing really.  If you had these as your eleven 
year old self, you would probably have no idea how to use 
them properly and probably would have wanted to help 
people and waste the gift.  Of course, someone would 
have probably found out before you matured enough to 
know the true value of this power.  
Turning out the light, you remove your glasses for 
the night.  The room is pitch black. You turn to sleep. 
Your night is plagued with stranger dreams than the 
night before. Every time you wake up in the blinding 
darkness, you feel the glasses on your bedside and remind 
yourself that everything is fine.  Finally the third time 
you wake up, you decide to check the alarm. When you 
look over to your nightstand, you can’t locate the clock. 
“Damn!”  There must have been a power outage. You 
grope around in the dark for the lamp switch and flick 
it on – then again – one more time. Nothing. Nothing 
but pitch blackness.  Your heart flutters, and your mouth 
goes dry.  You are blind.  Frantically you reach out for the 
x-ray glasses but hesitate as you bring them to your face. 
Could this be the reason for your sudden loss of vision? 
But you have no choice at this point. You put the glasses 
on and blink hard from the bright light of the midday sun.
What a terrible trick.  How can this be?  It’s afternoon 
now, so you make toast and eggs and call in sick again 
to work. They might start to wonder about how sick you 
really are because you rarely take days off.  You can’t go 
to work with sunglasses on every day; you have to figure 
this out.  You walk out with the sunglasses on and wander 
the neighbourhood, thinking about your situation.  You 
have a niggling feeling that you know what you have to 
do but push the thought back in your mind.  You could 
just continue wearing the glasses everyday – quit your 
job – how many winning scratch cards could you cash 
in before the lottery corporation noticed?  Maybe if you 
moved around to different provinces you could last a 
while, but what about your family?  It all just seems a 
little more underhanded than you’re comfortable with. 
Then a chilling thought creeps into your mind.  How long 
can these glasses last? How long will they even work for? 
The frames are made of flimsy cardboard with barely a 
plastic coating on them. You start to notice the tension 
in your lungs and chest building and your stomach doing 
flips.  It starts to rain; that niggling thought comes back 
stronger.  You walk past that same volunteer and look 
at him with your head to the side. Your distress disarms 
your usual disdain and makes you curious to his moti-
vations. Does he have a sick child?  Is this his only way 
of feeling less a failure for not being able to afford the 
treatment that his son or daughter desperately needs? 
You stare down at his collection pot, taking a revealing 
look inside – a couple five dollar bills, toonies, loonies, a 
gum wrapper – you stop yourself from totaling it up in 
your head.  You look at the man, you can see inside his 
wallet,  a ten dollar bill, small change, no credit card – it’s 
all too depressing.  You reach into the breast pocket of 
your jacket. Feeling around, you run your fingers over 
the smooth texture of the unscratched ticket and pause 
before removing it and walk back to the man.  Wordlessly, 
you hand it over to him and he just stares at you with 
bewilderment.  As you walk away, you dart your eyes 
around the street, trying to make any secret thing come 
into focus.  You realize that the glasses no longer hold 
any power, they’ve turned back into the useless gimmicky 
toy you always knew they were.   You lean against the 
doorway of your apartment and remove them. Raising 
your hand in front of your face, you strain to focus, and 
realize that your normal sight has returned. S
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 I almost smiled as my fingertips pressed the cool metal 
of the gun barrel to the table, and I thought of how I 
missed Dr. Peters. 
For all his quirks, my lifelong friend had also 
been my only real coworker at the observatory. We 
knew we were going to be astronomers from an early 
age, and despite his unfortunate familial history of 
mental illness, he had an amazing mind. In secondary 
school, there was nothing he liked more than to lean 
back on his porch on clear nights and stare up at 
stars. And after university, we both landed positions 
at the same lonely research lab, where despite strange 
philosophical tangents and tantrums, I always loved 
to sit up late with him and discuss his theories on the 
outer workings of the universe. 
Then, a few months ago, he became agitated. 
He kept ordering our scopes back to the same area, 
keeping the same section of sky under observation, 
Doppler Effect
By Jake Stephens
Illustration by Kristen Gardner
until at last I became suspicious. I had to question him 
about it.
“It’s really nothing, Ben. I thought I saw something 
a while back; thought it might be a new event. It was 
nothing, but I wanted to check.” His light blue eyes 
jerked up towards the ceiling, that same direction. 
“You know I’d share any big discoveries with you, 
right?”    
He always was a terrible liar.
Peters stayed late in the lab from then on, and was 
always scribbling notes I could hardly read when I did 
give in to the temptation to snoop. Refractory index…
angle of approach…new phenomenon… And assorted 
jargon. I told myself it was nothing but the newest 
awkward tick in a long series. Perhaps he intended to 
write a book on the red-shifting qualities of objects 
moving away from the viewer, and the corresponding 
bluish coloration of approaching ones.
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But weeks passed, and shadows 
grew under his eyes. His teeth 
yellowed and he started to smell, to 
come in to work in stained clothing that 
made me want to demand he go get changed. 
He took to muttering things to himself about “closer 
looks… more data… can’t share it yet… visible soon…”
Duly concerned, when I got the lab to myself 
one night, I tried to reverse engineer his studies and 
find whatever had caught his eye. Surreptitiously, I 
asked other research stations for unexpected findings, 
particularly in that one region that had so caught his 
eye. Nothing.  
Inevitably, matters came to a head, though not at all 
one I would have liked. Peters was mumbling to himself 
and mewling, alternately glaring at me and reviewing 
a panel of instruments. Without checking, I knew what 
general region they would be fixed on, though I as in 
despair of ever finding my oldest friend’s reasoning. 
We were already alone, but it was clear he wished 
to be by himself. Having decided that tomorrow I 
would insist he seek professional help, I wished him 
a goodnight he never returned, and retired. When 
I arrived early in the morning, Peters lay stretched 
across the linoleum alongside a spectrographic readout 
and a morass of pale printouts fluttering gently in the 
air conditioning, his eyes wide and surprised. Dead.
A police investigation ensued, but I was soon 
acquitted as a suspect, to act instead as his appointed 
executor. My life-long and sadly disturbed colleague 
had lived alone, estranged from a distant family, and 
had left me to order his affairs, but I was fortunate 
not to be pursued by a legal hex 
for my relation to the mysterious 
death. To the coroner, it was plain 
the eccentric and deteriorating astron-
omer had died of extraordinary heart 
palpitations. Shock. 
In time, I returned to work. The erratic nature 
of his last few months had disturbed and puzzled 
me deeply, and though now entirely alone, I had 
determined to hide myself in my first love of the stars.  
It was quiet, after hours, and I felt understandably 
unsettled computing data but meters from the floor 
that had recently supported the body of my life-long 
associate. On a whim, I shifted the scope around, 
giving the area that had fascinated my late friend a 
final glance-over. 
And then at last I saw what Peters must have seen. I 
took a long look at the thing, ran the spectrometer.
That is why I am here, jotting down this note and 
fondling a revolver with one bullet inside, knowing 
that soon other observatories around the world must 
also see what the brilliant and uniquely sensitive Dr. 
Peters saw. I will not be here when they do.
For all its other unwholesome properties, the thing 
my best friend and I saw far off in the sky was distinct 
in one important way. 
It was blue-shifted.
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I took her down to the beach to shoot her. It was the least I could do, considering her current 
circumstance. She stood in a puddle, letting her shoes soak as the falling rain hit the water 
and sent small splashes onto the legs of her jeans. She crinkled her nose when she smelled 
the stench of piss and shit coming from the outhouse behind her. I couldn’t bring myself to 
do it in a wretched place like this. I’m not a monster.
She walked slowly, as if doing so would make me change my mind. I nudged her back 
with the barrel of my shotgun to make her walk faster. She flinched at the cold metal then 
tensed, making her shoulder-blades hug the barrel. It felt like an invitation. 
It felt like an invitation when she unlocked her car from thirty feet away after leaving the 
mall, giving me enough time to crawl into the back seat and wait for her. Her bare arms 
glistened in the moonlight from the rain. Her arms were skinny. They barely held the thin 
straps of her damp tank-top. Her hair was black and stuck to her face. When I spoke to her at 
the bar, she was a dirty blonde. 
I let her reach the freeway before making my presence known. I sat up in the backseat 
and waited for her to check the rear-view mirror—an action she didn’t perform nearly enough. 
When she saw me, she sweraved into oncoming traffic, then back into her lane. She didn’t 
scream. She looked like the type of girl that would scream. I watched her as she grasped 
for a weapon, something to defend herself with. She 
stopped when I placed my shotgun on the arm-rest 
beside her. I wondered if she recognized me as the 
guy she tried to go home with earlier that week. A 
sloppy “I live just three blocks down.” was whispered 
to me through breath that undeniably gave away the 
six tequila slimes.
She looked like the type of girl that would scream 
when she let men fuck her, when she whored herself 
out to these men that she barely knew. She reminded 
me of my older sister. Her arms were skinny too. My 
sister was an echo of my mother. “You’ll never amount 
to anything if you coop yourself up in your room all 
day.” My mother would nag. “You’re not special.” My 
sister would echo. The night I found out she let a boy 
from her school take her virginity, I tied a plastic bag 
around her head while she slept. Even though I was only nine, her skinny arms made it easy 
for me to hold her down when she struggled.
I made her drive to a rest stop that was hidden away just an hour out of the city. Not many 
people knew about it because there was no signage leading people to it from off the high-
way. I only knew of it because that was where my parents abandoned me when I was eleven. 
They told me we were going on a vacation, packed our bags, and left town. They stopped at 
the rest stop to let me go pee and when I came out of the outhouse, they were gone. 
I TOOK HER 
“You’re not special.” I muttered from behind her.
By Erin Simonen
Illustrations by Viktor Olynyk
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She didn’t scream. She looked like 
the type of girl that would scream. 
I sat underneath a tree for a while, hoping they had just forgotten me, that they would be 
back, but they never came back. I discovered a path that led through a small forest to a river. 
That is where I sat until a couple found me and called child services. From there, nobody was 
ever able to find my parents. Either that, or they didn’t try. After seeing my already thick file, 
they decided I was a lost cause; the time I spent in the psychiatric hospital after killing my 
sister was a huge red flag that made me essentially un-adoptable. 
I didn’t want to be adopted. Not after my first (and last) foster home. The sadistic pig that 
insisted I call him “father” had his dick chopped off in a fortunate accident the same night 
I ran away. After seven years of floating between crack houses and shelters, I got my first 
job fetching coffee for a wealthy kid that owned a small company downtown. He was the 
type of kid that was likely told “you are special” every day by his parents. In my eyes, he was 
just another rat-bag twenty-something-year-old that thought he deserved the world. When 
I couldn’t handle him anymore, I put a small helping of rat poison in the little baggie of 
cocaine that he kept hidden in his desk. Just enough to make it look like an overdose.
“You’re not special.” I muttered from behind her. She continued to  
walk, not seeming to care that she was stepping in almost every puddle.
The beach was empty and cold. My boots were getting heavy 
from the wet sand. When we reached the water, she knew not to turn 
around. She was either very smart or very desperate to stay alive. 
Judging by her quiet demeanor and cooperation, I assumed it was 
the former. By this time, her hair was soaked and it clung to her bare 
back. Her skin was peppered with tiny goosebumps. I let her watch 
the river for a few minutes. I noticed her shoulders slouch slightly as 
if she had relaxed. I let her get too comfortable. 
I let her watch the river for a few minutes, then I shot her in the 
back of the head. 
The sound was deafened by the river that was carefully cradled in 
the small forest. She collapsed face-first into the water. For a moment, 
I considered collecting her and bringing her onto the shore. Instead, 
I only watched as her body was taken by the current. By the time 
anyone would find her, her body would be so beaten by the rocks and 
branches of late-spring landslides that she would be nearly un-recog-
nizable. For a moment, I wondered if anyone would look for her. 
Nobody looked for me after they found her body. Nobody ever does.
14
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Letter to Langley
By Andrew Visser
 
Dear Central Intelligence Agency Langley Field,
I am writing to you today so as to bring an important matter to your 
view. For years now, ever since I have infiltrated your facility, 
I have found that you have frustratingly poor maintenance, and 
poor cleanliness for your ventilation system. I understand that 
such things may not be very important, considering the great 
responsibilities of your organization, but I cannot be silent 
on the errors done by your janitorial and engineering staff any 
longer. For starters, the vents and ducts in the left wing have 
not been updated or changed since the erection of the compound, 
and I have noted at least five separate accounts of asbestos 
tiling in those very vents. This is a considerable health hazard, 
particularly for the men and women working in cubicles 12A to 
20 C. These same vents are run down, with broken fans, and some 
have a large amount of dead rats; the largest grouping of rodent 
corpses are above the Executive Director’s office. The ducts in 
the basement levels are also in poor shape. They are chocked with 
dust, which makes it only more difficult to crawl into the secret 
archives area. This dust of course is a health hazard to everyone 
in that floor, particularly Junior Analyst Mary Brau who, I hope 
you know, is pregnant; such a health hazard is not good for the 
baby. Finally the biggest sin that I have seen is the fact that 
dust blown from Vent 32 A blows dust on the laser defence system 
in the Black Ops hall every 30 minutes. I consider this a great 
issue, based solely on a professional level: infiltration should 
not be easy for me, for there is no sport. Your facility is filled 
with hard working people, and it is a shame to see them exposed to 
such hardships of improper ventilation cleaning and maintenance. 
At a later date, I will be sending you a full report on what I 
have seen, and of possible solutions.
Your loving servant.
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“Perception” /per’sepSH(e)n/ ;
A way of regarding, 
understanding, or 
interpreting something; 
a mental impression.
ARTIST: MADISON GREEN
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Well lookie here something is saying something and something is 
pretending to hear it here it hero the small differences between the 
flicker of oversized fake eyelashes the tastes of blood in the nose a belt 
to the teeth always works wonders sobers words without letters a swing 
through the jungle before it lands smack-tackie red glue attaching us 
just hopes he doesn’t send a reply fuck know a little about this the deer 
stare lupsided lip lumping across the face with thunk-hardening pung 
smell of sticky floor beer humming wood planks the last thing before 
pain settles in soiled sentence drabbling downcheekie cheek thinking I 
won the the thing somehow might swallow my tongue along the way auf 
vederszen mon petusie the last Tibetan monk to die in a religious war 
Crown and Anchor an all it smells good down here whereever here is 
past the old ash sour stout bootpiss hell Philip let’s take it can we afford 
it dear I’m not sure sure everything gets better we’ll look back on this 
and if we’re still married and who wasn’t am sure this spot this spot 
we’ll be home sweet home sign here sign hear here we say that sign one 
more time. Great.
Exercising Stream of Unconsciousness
By Paulton Serring
ILLUSTRATION BY KODIE SNOW
dusk is the most dangerous time
but it’s always where I seem to be
every strange shaped bush
every shiny piece of trash
becomes suspicious
in the purgatorial half-light
who knows what will jump out
this journey of love
is so exquisite in the sunshine
windows down, my joy in you
is the wind in my hair
but the perfection blinds me like the sun
to the memories of road rash
the darkness can be tranquil
cozy evenings full of warmth
you’re the comfortable silence
the sleeping puppy on my lap
who could rear up to bite me 
it’s all so fragile
so unpredictable
but there’s comfort
in the terror
vehophobia
By Dyllan Lachelt
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Abrasive diction
On display for anyone
With eyes to assault
Assault anyone
Invasive and piercing words
Stabbing at your ears
Not all are mean words
What’s before and what comes next
Make them burn the same
Your nose will come next
How does a hurtful word smell?
No using your mouth
Your fear I can smell
None of  this makes any sense
You must be sane then
Chills are common sense
When soaking in my darkness
See you soon enough
Shaking in darkness
The air will taste like madness
As I crack the whip
Cry out in madness
As you feel the words sting you
From sadist haiku Sa
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Somewhere in the stacks 
all answers surely lie.
Within these book-lined walls
the printed words appear infallible.
Bound in illustrated manuals
once stamped by printing blocks 
— gold foiled.
Dust jacket PhD’s promise wholeness 
for the price of  $19.99
— softcover.
The storefront clerk offers insight,
assaying each by way of  conversation.
For a lust for truth will go un-sated 
on pyrite printed letters.Th
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We followed the rainbow but found no gold there where all the trees were 
chopped down the land drained of her waters to make room for more ticky-
tacky that lone trillium a bright star tossed from the heavens to the speckled 
ground loamy and rich in the tiny patch of forest they decided to spare 
peeling the birch bark off the climbing tree scraped knees grit under finger 
nails kingdoms blooming in the late afternoon as the neighbor yells from 
her kitchen window stop that you kids these memories snug against poison 
oak and copperheads my cousin jimmy’s friend he got bit and died quick 
where streams run brown and silty sucking honeysuckle stamen between 
our teeth the air sponge-y with sticky heat the dogwoods tossing petals like 
confetti to the sunburnt grass and soft lulling twang of stranger children 
feral gangly bodies dancing in thunderstorm-wild unleashed bare feet in 
warm rain puddles splashing  only after church white dresses crumpled on 
bedroom floors white skin and black
it’s voice a sing-song
the river calls you home, both
dogwood and maple
Backyard Haibun
By Katie Sawyer
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PEREGRINE
By Elizabeth Cunningham 
Illustration by James Tucker
Beyond the grit and screech 
of  the grim city,
a restless field of  cumulus shifts
above piercing cliffs of  sheer glass.
If  you look up to find the sky,
it is too bright in the towering glare.
At your feet, gray pigeons shuffle
through the rumble and dust.
Your shuttered heart batters
against all the closed doors
waiting for a crack
to let the light in.
In the city there is a hawk
that soars between the skyscrapers
and nests in their broken crevices.
Its searching eyes ceaselessly seeking release.
Its slick slate feathers are layered with soot,
reptilian toes rasp at the windows.
Suddenly, its hunched shoulders angle upwards
as its golden eyes glare at the opening in the sky.
Its great grey wings shudder as it rises.
It flies towards its fate where,
relentlessly, the world is turning
while far below, the pigeons wait.
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Wendy, Wilbur and a Water Truck
A Personal Essay by Corrine Bundschuh
When ten thousand people drive down your Dad’s six-kilometer driveway to arrive at a party in your pop’s 
back forty, it can create a lot of dust. All those tires on that old dirt farm road create a fog of edible dirt. 
After the festival, you can tell who’s been to Shambhala by their dust-encrusted vehicles.  
There was a fellow, let’s call him Wilbur, who had a water truck for hire. We contacted him and asked 
if he could help us out. He was skeptical about the contract at first. Wilbur wasn’t a raver type. He wore a 
typical Canadian suit:  jeans, denim shirt, jean jacket. His reddish moustache drooped at the ends and he 
always wore a baseball cap. Wilbur needed the money, so he agreed to take the job.  
The first year Wilbur worked the water truck was a revelation to him. The Shambhala fever caught him 
in its web of creativity and expression. He embraced the spirit of acceptance for all. He learned a beautiful 
lesson: that it was okay to express himself as he really was. No one would judge his inner freak. 
The second year, he brought his girlfriend, a blonde Barbie-esque doll. Not a little kid’s doll, but a human-
sized, plastic blow up doll. At first she just rode with him in the cab, seated in the middle seat so they could 
be close, but by the end of that year’s festival, and with encouragement from the crowd, she was mounted on 
the front of his truck for all to see. Wilbur would drive the kilometers of roads with the crowds cheering him 
and his lady on. Dad chuckled, “You just never know, do you?”
Wilbur had gained a lot of confidence after his second year and prepared well in advance of the show 
dates for his third round. This time, he rolled onto the festival grounds with a green, three-titted, alien-
eyed blow up doll already mounted on the front of his truck. She was a step up. Bright lime green with a 
contrasting pink hole located below her belly button, not in between her legs like the previous year’s blond. 
Shambhala’s Harm Reduction Team had grown considerably under the leadership of my best friend, 
Wendy, a sweet woman with a big heart and an amazing sense of style. Every morning at the Public Safety 
meetings, she would don hot rolls and do our hair in 50’s ‘dos as we analyzed incidents from the night before. 
This year, Wendy had added a Women’s Safe Space to the Harm Reduction Team and we were excited to 
have them. They arrived for set up of their space on Thursday, but I was alarmed when I got a radio call 
from Wendy that the Women’s Space team was packing up to leave just hours after they had arrived. It 
seemed they had had a conflict with someone on the farm. As shit rolls uphill, it came to me to solve the 
problem.
Wendy arrived at my office for a face-to-face conversation. This was a conversation that needed to be had 
in private, not for everyone to hear over the radio communication we use on site.
Wendy exclaimed, “Corrine, you have to do something! The Women’s Safe Space team is so offended! I 
can’t believe this!”
“What is going on? Take a few deep breaths and tell me what is happening,” I said.
“It’s the vagina Corrine, it’s the gaping vagina!”
I wondered whose vagina and why it was gaping.
Wendy continued to explain, “That green plastic skin against that pink hole! You have to stop Wilbur!”
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“Wilbur the water truck driver?!”
“He’s watering the road every few hours right in front of where the Women’s Space is setting up. The women 
are up in arms over the doll.”
“But Wendy, he loves his dolls! I don’t think he wants to be mean.”
“The women see that doll and her vagina as a violent message. They feel traumatized. They don’t want to 
participate in an event that they feel glorifies sexism against women. Please Corrine, talk to Wilbur! There has to 
be something you can do!”
“I know Wilbur doesn’t see it that way, but when he hears your point of view, I’m sure he’ll understand and take 
it off his truck.” I didn’t want to offend the new team and knew that Wilbur’s enthusiasm came from a good place.  
I suggested, “It’s getting dark. It’s going to be hard for them to leave with all the traffic coming in. Ask them to 
stay tonight. I will see what I can do.”
“Thanks, babe, I want a smooth 
festival.”
Wilbur had gone down for the night 
and was ready the next morning to 
start watering dusty roads like he had over the past days. I caught up with him on my morning rounds at the Y 
Gate. Dad happened to be there, so we all stopped on the side of the road for a chat to see how things were going. 
I wanted to check in, but I also needed to approach the doll issue.  
“Wilbur, great job on keeping the dust down! Everyone’s almost all in the festival grounds. You may get a break 
if you’re lucky,” I said.
Cheerily, Wilbur replied, “Oh Corrine, you know this is my favourite time of year!”
“Wilbur, I appreciate all of your hard work, but there is something I need to bring up with you.”
“What is it Corrine? I’ve been good this year, I swear!”
“Well, Wilbur, it seems that the Women’s Safe Space is feeling upset about your doll. So upset that they want to 
leave if it’s not taken off your truck.”
Wilbur was visibly shocked, his wooly eyebrows rising up into his grimy hat. “You know I mean no harm. I 
mean, isn’t that what Shambhala is all about? Aren’t you allowed to be yourself? Are you going to oppress me 
with your censorship? I love my doll! I don’t want to be here without her!”  
At this point, Dad started getting riled up. He’s a massive man, a hard working farmer who you don’t want 
to mess with. Dad is kind and many of the ethics of the festival are his. But you wouldn’t know it to look at him. 
Snow-white hair, skin tanned from hours of work on the fields, and strong. When he’s upset, you can see it in his 
reddening face.
Dad didn’t quite agree. “Corrine, there are people all over the site! Some naked when they shouldn’t be. 
Wearing dildos on their hats. What’s wrong with Wilbur’s doll?”
“But Dad, they are ready to leave!”
“I don’t see why anyone would leave over a vagina. There are penises and boobs everywhere. What’s more 
important? Dust control or some space? There’s lots of space. Let them go.”
Wilbur whined, “She’s special, she’s been to Manitoba and back with me.”
It’s hard to argue with my father, especially when he has a point. Wilbur’s heart was in the right place; it was 
just perceived differently. Perhaps I could bring the team around by explaining Wilbur’s point of view. Time to 
bring the issue back to Wendy and see what we could negotiate.  
Friday was a busy day. It was tough to get back to the doll issue. By mid-afternoon all the staff and patrons 
were on site and the traffic was calming down. Wilbur wouldn’t be needed until Saturday. I worked my ass off and 
hoped everything would calm down.
Surprise, surprise, I get a call on the radio late that afternoon from my father, which doesn’t happen very often. 
He’s not very good at radio calls. He just barges in and says he needs to meet me back at the Y Gate. When Dad 
calls, I go.
Wilbur was there, and he was crying. Dad looked mad.
 “She’s gone! They took her!”
Dad exclaimed, “Who would do that?”
“Tell me what happened,” I said to Wilbur.
The women see that doll and her vagina as a violent message.
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“I got to my truck in the morning and she was gone! Someone stole her right off my truck!”
“Oh Wilbur, I’m so sorry that happened!”
Dad, trying to calm Wilbur down, said, “We can buy you another doll.”
“There is no one like her! I special ordered her and waited for three months! You can’t replace her!!”
Dad demanded, “Corrine, you have to find out who did this and get that doll back! This is not right, what they 
did to Wilbur!”
“I can’t believe she’s gone! I just don’t know if I can keep going without her. I’m so sad, I just want to leave.”
“Please don’t leave, Wilbur! I will find out what happened and get her back to you. Here’s a couple back stage 
passes for tonight. Go have fun and we’ll work it out,” I said. This problem was not going away.  
Later on that night, I was transporting boxes at the front gate where all the tickets are processed and 
wristbands issued. Wendy was there with her car and I asked if she could give my cargo and me a lift back to 
downtown Shambhala. No problem.  
We got to the car and decided that the trunk was the safest for my precious package. She popped the trunk. I 
lifted up my box to put it in, but saw that there was something else already in in there. It was the alien-eyed doll! 
Wendy looked at me. I looked at Wendy. Our faces were frozen in a mutual moment of disbelief.  
“Wendy, it was you!!”
Her jaw dropped and her eyes widened, caught red handed.
“I just had to do something! I don’t know what came over me! I was walking by the truck and that vagina was 
just staring at me. I had to take it, Corrine!”
“Oh my, Wendy. You know my Dad is all over this one. I can’t ever let him know it was you! I need to get this 
back to Wilbur or we are going to have serious health risks with the dust, never mind breaking the poor guy’s heart!”
“I’m sorry! It’s just so offensive!”
“But not to him. To him, it’s love. Come on, let’s take this thing to my office and figure out what to do.”
Wendy and I hopped in her car and drove the kilometer to my office in downtown Shambhala. We built all of 
the buildings on site, and I was lucky enough to have a lookout built on the top of my little office. Wendy brought 
the doll up in the tower and sat down to work out the problem.
“Corrine, if he would just cover her up. Last year’s doll wasn’t so bad, but this one…”
“Okay, so let’s dress her up. If it’s not her but the gaping vagina, let’s cover it up.”
Wendy countered, “But he might just take the dress off again.”
“Good point.”
“There has to be a way to convince him to keep the dress on.”
I came up with an idea, an out of the box sort of idea. “Let’s write a love note from the doll to Wilbur, thanking 
him for letting her out for the evening. She had a great time. She partied and found this dress, which she would like 
to keep. I will contact Wilbur when it’s all ready and you need to be far, far away. Let’s never tell Dad about this.”
It was easy to find a dress, even if it didn’t quite cover all three tits. The lost-and-found had a pretty sundress 
covered in little flowers. The love letter took a little while longer to craft. We found a thank you card and filled the 
insides with loving words. The alien-eyed 
doll, now adorned with her pretty attire, a 
little deflated from all the activity, sat in a 
corner of the tower with the love letter tucked 
between two green breasts. When everything was prepared, I radioed Wilbur to my office.  
Wilbur ran quickly up the wooden stairs to the tower, not knowing what to expect, but hopeful. He froze at 
the top of the steps, his eyebrows again disappearing into his hat. Wilbur snatched the blow-up doll up into his 
arms and held the note to his chest, racing down the stairs and out the door with her clutched in his arms, as if she 
might disappear. No thank you, no questions. He just grabbed her and ran.  
Wilbur mounted his green friend back to the front of his water truck with the dress still on. The Women’s 
Space was happy to have the gaping vagina covered, and Wilbur was happy to get his true love back. Dad never 
found out what happened to Wilbur’s doll, but he was pleased that we didn’t have to discuss the merits of plastic 
vaginas and alien-eyed dolls. S
No thank you, no questions. He just grabbed her and ran.
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My mother used to slip into my room at night and ask 
me to pray. 
“Shannon, your grandfather has been sick. You should 
pray for him.”
The room was dark. I lay on the bottom bunk, my 
sister above me, each snore a gag. Why does she want 
me to pray? I thought. What good do the prayers of a 
non-believer do?
Left alone at night with the task, frustration gripped 
me so I couldn’t rest. My mother interpreted my Atheism 
as defiance and laziness. That was far from the truth. It 
would have been much easier to believe, to go to bed 
at night with hope, to get on my knees and pray like 
someone was listening. Instead, I went to bed not know-
ing—scared and unsure. I would have liked to believe 
that with faith, I could change my world. That through 
this hope I could feel a sense of togetherness and belong-
ing. I wanted a scripture that would turn me to putty and 
mold me so I would wake up certain of the differences 
between right and wrong and have a map to guide me 
though the chaos and confusion. 
My mother decided the best way to make a believer out 
of me was to put the fear of God in me. I would come 
home from school to find news clippings on my bed of 
women who were missing or raped or killed. Sometimes 
I would run at dusk, which my mother hated. 
I would tell her, “It’s not that late, mom”. 
“Rapists don’t have hours,” she’d say. “Shannon, if you 
were walking down the street and a man was behind you 
and you started walking faster and then he started walk-
ing faster and then you started running and he started 
running, would you not think, ‘Dear God, please help 
me?!’” I thought this an extreme way to coerce me into 
my first relationship with God. 
One day, when my parents were away, I went out 
running. A man was behind me. I quickened my pace, 
and so did he. I started to sprint, and so did he. I thought, 
Please God, don’t let this man hurt me, but the thought 
was meaningless. The instinctual phrase was quickly 
phased out, replaced with legitimate survival tactics. I 
ran like wild prey into my den to escape being ripped 
into pieces and eaten from the inside out. 
uuuuu
The Fear of God
My dad used to drink. He still does, but I don’t believe 
he is an alcoholic anymore, no more than the rest of 
us. It was different then. His love of cinnamon hearts 
and black licorice I know was born from the strength 
of their flavors. My mom said she didn’t know he was 
an alcoholic when they got together. Maybe that is the 
truth, or maybe she is just too ashamed to admit she fell 
for another one after the first beat her black and blue. My 
father never beat my mother; he is a good man, but just 
a man like she is just a woman two people living. The 
fighting was frequent, the soundtrack of my life. Screams 
so loud, the neighbours thought us trash I’m sure. My 
hysterical mother stormed out of the house as though 
escaping years of being held hostage. She sobbed ugly 
sobs as her slippers scuffed along the pavement. My dad 
chased her every time, which I thought was an act of 
aggression. It made me go mad until one day he didn’t 
By Shannon Stasyk
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chase her and it broke her heart. I realized then he only 
chased her because she wanted him to. She probably ran 
down the street praying he was close behind and he was, 
because he loved her. All the while, I sat inside wishing 
I could pray for peace, but all I could do was take in the 
quiet until he convinced her to come home. 
uuuuu
My mother’s mother, Grandma Jean, and I used to watch 
Soaps together while my mom went to aerobics. I told 
my Grandma I was allowed to watch the kissing and did 
so intently while I stuffed cinnamon doughnuts into my 
mouth. No one knew Grandma Jean had hurt her foot 
because she didn’t tell anyone. Thinking it would heal 
on its own, she let it be. The problem was that Grandma 
Jean had diabetes, in which case a foot injury is critical. 
When we finally discovered her pain, she went to the 
hospital. Her leg was amputated. Recovery did not go 
well, not because of the procedure itself, but because 
Grandma Jean refused to eat. She was starving her body 
of the nutrients it needed to survive. She died, and on 
that day a large part of my mother died too. During 
all of this suffering, my mother’s prayers were tenfold, 
begging for her mother’s life. I wonder, though, what 
did she pray for after her mother died and she locked 
herself in her room for weeks? Did she feel like an atheist, 
praying to no one for nothing? Perhaps that’s why she 
didn’t come out for so long. Later in life, I found out my 
Grandmother was very unhappy, mistreated and poorly 
loved. My heart broke for her a second time, and if I did 
pray, I might ask to not find myself lying amputated in 
a hospital bed one day with no will to live.
uuuuu
Many years later, my Grandfather on my Dad’s side 
passed away from pneumonia. His wife, my other 
Grandmother, was devastated. Though our visits were 
frequent, we were not close. One day, I went over to help 
her clean the oversized Victorian home where she lived 
all alone. She looked very upset as she gripped my arm. 
She said, “I am sick, I have cancer, I am dying.” In 
disbelief, I asked her when she found out, what the doctor 
had said. She replied, “There is no doctor. I just know 
I am sick.”
I called my dad, upset, and we believed her to be 
having a fit of grief. 
She was diagnosed with liver and colon cancer. She 
spent her remaining days at the hospital where she 
became a skeleton of her former self. Once again, my 
house was full of prayers, perhaps unheard because she 
died shortly after. I wonder if she prayed to stay or go. 
My father just lost both of his parents, and though I saw 
his pain, I couldn’t recreate it within myself. I am glad 
my parents had their faith to guide them through these 
times, but watching them suffer felt like being trapped 
in a burning building. It’s like I was stuck on the ground 
floor in the ruins, legs trapped, losing strength with each 
day, thinking that perhaps someone could rescue me but 
knowing I would never truly be saved. 
uuuuu
One day, my Dad’s brother went to the doctor because 
he thought he had jaundice. He did indeed have jaundice, 
but it was merely a symptom of his pancreatic cancer, one 
of the most fatal kinds. There was no treatment other 
than to make his slow and painful death as comfortable 
as possible. I remember his wife standing over him with 
the priest, reciting the scriptures of holy men. She refused 
to try any natural medicines. She wanted him to die, 
that witch, I could feel it and he did die, a yellow skele-
ton. Again, my father broke, but this time it was harder 
and faster than ever before. I walked into the kitchen; 
he sat alone in an uncomfortable chair. He moved and 
spoke as though the air was thick with molasses and then 
he cracked like the shell of an egg and the inner layers 
poured out. I ran to him and tried to make myself larger 
as I wrapped my body around him in an effort to squeeze 
him back together but I couldn’t, so I just bathed in all 
the tragedies. I don’t think a father ever truly wants his 
daughter to see him like that. In fact, I am sure he prayed 
for the strength to hold it together. But in that moment, 
I was so grateful the floodgates had snapped open. And 
though we were drowning in our sorrows, our innermost 
selves were hanging onto each other. That moment was 
the closest I have ever come to praying. 
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:  AN EXERCISE IN THE MUTUAL INCLUSIVIT Y OF PERCEIVED RECOLLEC TION IN SHARED EXPERIENCES
B Y F L E TC H E R F I T ZG I B B O N & J O E L Z U S H M A N
A R T W O R K A N D D E S I G N B Y  J O R DA N W E I S S
TIMELESS,  TOO
Part One: Fletch
The following is an account of a reunion between two 
friends. Each wrote a story about the event, but did 
not show the other person what they wrote, until now.
My uncle gave me a ride to town. He stopped at the wrong 
house, but I told him it was okay, I would walk the rest 
of the way. I wanted to savour that moment: the instant 
before reuniting with an old friend. I have this stubborn 
idea about reunions, in which the other person will be both 
completely different and exactly the same and will also 
immediately recognize every nascent way I’ve developed 
since we saw each other last. I’ve come and gone so many 
times myself I should know better; no one else can fully 
comprehend our own personal evolutions. I drew in a long 
breath and rang the familiar bell. 
You’re taller, you said, smiling. 
You’re skinnier, I said. 
It was the eve of your grandmother’s 95th birthday, 
and the Zushman family was in the kitchen, making 
cucumber sandwiches. There was a whole assembly 
line going: your mom cut the vegetables while your 
aunt spread the cheese and your dad came in at the 
end with an electric knife. A family friend oversaw the 
operation. You and I sat at the counter and ate scraps 
like seagulls. Whoa, look at that one, it’s still got some cucumber 
on it! Everyone was having a great time. 
After all the sandwiches were made, you and I sat in 
the computer room and wondered what to do next. The 
ball game wasn’t on for another hour. It was three P.M. 
on a Friday afternoon.
I said I wouldn’t mind looking for Fletch, our friend’s 
cat who lived in the neighbourhood and happened to 
share my name. I had a longstanding superstition that 
the cat’s life and mine were somehow intertwined, and 
whatever happened to the cat would happen to me at the 
age that correctly corresponded to the ratio of human 
to cat years. I had heard Fletch wasn’t doing too well. 
Neither of us had cell phones, so you called Scruff on 
the house phone. 
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We walked to Scruff’s 
house like we had done  
one thousand times or 
more. It felt eerie, surreal 
even, as if we were about 
to get hit by a bus or 
something.
Oh hey, Scruff. We’re going to come over. 
Fletch here has the demented idea that Fletch the 
cat mirrors his life in some way. We’re going to look for him so 
Fletch can see into his future. We’ll meet you on the corner in ten?
We walked to Scruff’s house like we had done one 
thousand times or more. It felt eerie, surreal even, as if 
we were about to get hit by a bus or something.
Do you feel any different? I asked. I expected you to say no, 
because that was what you always said when we hadn’t 
seen each other for a while.
Actually, yes, you said. All those times before, nothing ever 
changed. But now, for the first time, no one has time for me. 
They’re all too busy with their own lives. No one’s got time for 
ol’ Zush anymore. 
It felt like a profound remark. I thought I should say 
something equally important but I couldn’t think of 
anything. We met Scruff on the corner. Dependable old 
Scruff. Scruff the city worker, the union representative, 
the co-signer on the mortgage of the house that he grew 
up in where his father and older brother still lived. Scruff 
who once had blue hair and shot me between the eyes 
with a BB gun. 
The three of us half-heartedly looked for the cat. We 
were more interested in the new fence around Jason 
Earthy’s house, the cedar hedges that had been cut down 
in the park, Mrs. Kelly’s sudden and tragic illness. We 
told Scruff to meet us at nine at Smith’s. 
We don’t have cell phones, you said, so you have to be there 
on time.  It was finally four o’clock and time for the game. 
Debbie watched it with us. She liked Bautista. We told 
her Bautista was no good. There were a lot of ads and 
we enjoyed most of them but there was one ad for RBC 
that made us sick. It seemed too similar to our own lives, 
and all of a sudden everything 
we had been working towards 
seemed like a parody, some-
thing that could be predicted 
and packaged up and sold 
back to us. 
Your g randmother 
arrived wearing a purple 
velour jumpsuit. She looked fantastic. 
I read your Master’s thesis, she said. 
You shouldn’t have, you said. 
Joel and I, said your grandmother to the room, 
have this thing about split infinitives. 
What’s a split infinitive? someone asked. I was 
glad I didn’t have to.  
When a sentence places an adverb between to and a 
verb, you explained. For example, “To boldly go…”
It’s poor grammar, your grandmother said. 
Nah, nah, that rule went out in the thirties! 
I loved it. I never heard people talk like this. 
It made me appreciate that you were back. But 
it was time to go. You and your family were 
going for dinner at JJ’s Wonton Noodle House 
and I was to walk downtown and meet you 
and Scruff at Smith’s at nine. 
Don’t be late, you said. 
I will, I said.  As I walked downtown, I 
felt a wave of manic energy passing over me. 
It must have been the lavender blooming in 
the late fall; it made me feel wonderful about 
everything. A pizza delivery vehicle seemed 
to follow me. I saw deer and tried to talk to 
them. I let myself into our friend’s place on 
St. Charles Street and wrote a poem for them 
and left it in their microwave.
I smoked a single cigarette and it made 
me nauseous. It’s a dumb habit, I said to myself. 
I considered throwing away the pack but 
couldn’t bring myself to do it, so I compro-
mised and left them on top of a garbage can 
outside the courthouse. 
You and Scruff were already at Smith’s. You 
said you were “beside yourself”; Scruff was 
drinking a beer made out of apricots. Then 
I saw why. The server had on a backless shirt 
and we could see all the way down to her tail-
bone. She came to take my order. I just pointed 
at the first thing I saw–luckily it was your beer, 
not Scruff’s. We were all beside ourselves: our past, 
present, and future selves staring together in unison 
down the server’s beautifully exposed spine. The music 
was tinny. We didn’t know anyone and no one knew us. 
We couldn’t stay. 
On our walk down the hill to Big Bad Johns, a 
street person asked me for smokes. There are some at the 
courthouse, on top of the garbage bin, I told him. 
You really think he’ll go all the way over there? Scruff asked. 
If he wants them bad enough, I said. 
Inside, the bar looked the same as it always did. 
Sure, the ceiling was a little higher, the lighting 
a little brighter, and there was no sign of the guy 
who looked like Christian Slater, but otherwise 
it was the same. Bras still hung from the ceiling, 
peanuts littered the floor, and they still served 
XXX beer. I didn’t recognize anyone there, but 
that didn’t matter–I already knew them all. We 
wedged ourselves between two groups of people on 
a backbench and waited for the inevitable vaude-
ville performance to begin—the strangers and 
staff engaging in a series of separate and unrelated 
acts that somehow fit together, as if on a common 
bill.  A teen with a tummy top and stretch marks 
came in and out of focus while a dwarfish blonde 
woman made eyes at you. A group of dejected 
patrons were too drunk to stay awake. A business-
man sang along to country songs while twirling an 
open umbrella. 
That’s bad luck, I said. The blonde came over and 
sat with us. Her name was Kontrell. She smiled at 
everything you said. The girl with the belly shirt was 
her sister, Klorine. Scruff and I tried to dance with 
Klorine but she was too skittish. She told me that she 
had a baby and I told her that I did too. I showed her 
pictures of my cat. You and Kontrell kissed delicately 
beside me while Scruff and I held your hand. We 
thought it was the funniest thing, but neither you nor 
the fellow on the other side of us thought so. Maybe 
they’re trying to have a special moment, he said.  While you 
were in the bathroom Kontrell stood on the table. She 
was so short no one noticed. They also didn’t notice when 
she picked up the businessman’s umbrella and broke it 
over her knee. It took her a few tries and she had to twist 
it back and forth for all the wires to come loose. Then 
she lay it gently on a bed of peanut shells as if it were a 
dead animal. 
Who did this? the businessman demanded. He had such 
sadness in his eyes, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 
He looked at me for a long time, as if he could recognize 
me if he looked a little longer. 
We didn’t talk about anything important, see any deer, 
or feel the cold on our walk home. Instead we ate hot 
dogs and watched throngs of people spill out of the bars 
and engage in that closing-time mating dance, appalled 
at how young everyone appeared. Kontrell had given you 
a piece of paper with her number on it, and you asked 
passersby to sign it with your favourite Pilot G2 pen. 
Excuse me, pardon me, can you sign this? No one really noticed 
us. One fellow appeared to be friendly. He offered to sell 
us drugs and then in a swift movement that neither of us 
even noticed he threw your pen to the ground, shattering 
it to pieces. It wasn’t malicious. In fact, it seemed like he 
was doing us a favour. 
As we passed the courthouse, I retrieved 
the cigarettes from the top of the garbage 
can, pausing as you and Scruff walked 
on ahead. I watched the two of you 
walk for a while, your breath 
forming little clouds as you 
spoke. Then I hurried on and 
caught up. 
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It was a routine that 
we could trust, that we 
believed never failed 
to provide some sort 
of entertainment.
Part Two: Zush
I had just moved back to Victoria after 
spending a few years abroad. Fletch 
happened to be visiting around the 
time I got back. 
When we were in high school, our friend’s mom 
named her cat after Fletch. Since then, Fletch claimed 
odd parallels between the cat’s life and his. I couldn’t 
list any of these parallels, but I trusted that they existed. 
Anyway, Fletch insisted we try to find his feline namesake 
since, in cat-years, the animal would have been much 
older than Fletch, and he hoped that by observing the 
cat, he could catch some glimpse into his own future. We 
scoured the neighbourhood where the cat could have 
roamed but did not find him and soon gave up. Instead, 
we talked about our other friend’s mother whose nervous 
system was being destroyed by an incurable disease. 
I had a family dinner to attend at a Chinese restau-
rant we had frequented since I was a child. I wasn’t 
going to miss that on account of searching for a cat that 
was known to disappear for 
weeks at a time. Before I left 
for dinner, Fletch, our other 
friend, Scruff, and I agreed to 
meet at 8:30, after my family 
finished driving chow mein 
into our mouths.
 Come 8:30, Fletch, Scruff 
and I defaulted to our old reli-
able routine of drinking at Smith’s Pub until it became 
stale, then shuffling across the street and around the 
corner to a faux-cowboy bar where you could spill 
all the beer you wanted and throw peanut-
shells on the floor. It was a routine 
we could trust, that never failed to 
provide some sort of entertain-
ment. Smith’s was relatively 
uneventful. However, an odd 
phenomenon occurred which 
made beers cheaper than they were in the years past. 
This helped us to sufficiently lubricate for the trip across 
the street and around the corner to the faux-cowboy bar. 
After Fletch unwittingly used the ladies washroom we 
began our pilgrimage across the street and around the 
corner to the faux-cowboy bar.
In the bar, all the seats ran along the wall, facing 
towards the bar, so we wouldn’t miss any of the 
action. We took a place on the wall between a 
group of idiots and a group of know-nothings and 
proceeded to spill lagers, eat peanuts, and ogle our 
fellow patrons. The crowd was a mix of college 
kids, cruise-ship passengers on shore leave, 
destitute drunks intermittently falling asleep 
between sips of lager, and us—a combination 
of all three. We had fun watching a college kid 
try to two-step with one of the drunk women. 
The woman wouldn’t let the college boy spin 
her, probably because if she started spinning she 
would never be able to stop. The bar would close 
and everyone would go home, or to someone else’s 
home, and she would be stuck there, spinning, until 
the end of time. The bar would open again the next 
night, then close, open, close, open, and there she 
would be, spinning, spinning, spinning, endlessly, a 
drunk perpetual motion machine. Suddenly an 
excellent midriff appeared. It had a width of 
about five inches and a circumference 
just slightly greater than the belt that 
marked the bottom of its 
captivating presence. The 
midriff was proudly displayed 
in the way a young mother 
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might show off her new body 
about a year after the birth of 
her first child. There was also a 
tattoo somewhere on the midriff. 
A garish display of ink forming an 
incomprehensible image or symbol 
which dove down into the tight black 
jeans below. For all the time I stared 
at this midriff, I can’t remember if the 
tattoo was on the front, side, or back. It was 
as if the middle of this girl was not even attached to 
her body—just an independent band of youthful skin, a 
perfect circle with no front or back.
The midriff was with another girl—a very short, attrac-
tive blonde. When the midriff wandered off somewhere, 
the blonde came up to our table, placed her drink on it, 
and pretended to be interested in something happening on 
the ceiling of the bar. We eventually aroused her attention 
by a combination of primal grunts and pretending to slip 
drugs into her drink while she studied the ceiling. Our 
juvenile efforts worked and the blonde sat down next to 
me. She told me about her job in Ontario, her mom in 
Victoria, and her younger sister who happened to belong 
to that perfect midriff. I told her a story about when the 
bartender at the faux-cowboy bar poured a beer in my 
friend’s shoe as he was getting kicked out.
I suppose my story loosened her up. Right after I told 
it, she drank a beer in three gulps, snapped a stranger’s 
umbrella over her knee, then stuck her tongue down 
my throat. The three events probably didn’t happen in 
such close succession, nor necessarily in that order, but 
in a timeless place like the faux-cowboy bar, it’s hard to 
position events on a timeline. You enter the faux-cowboy 
bar at an arbitrary time and leave once the lights come 
on. What happens in between does not obey a linear 
time structure. 
The midriff came back so that her sister could buy her 
more drinks. I guess she didn’t have much of her own 
money, and the blonde seemed to enjoy being her sister’s 
keeper for the night. After a few drinks together, we all 
danced to country music, Fletch with the midriff, and 
Scruff and I taking turns dancing with the blonde. None 
of us were very good at dancing to country music, but 
the girls let us spin them all over the place—they weren’t 
worried about not being able to stop. So we spun them, 
and then held them close for a moment and tried some 
sort of romantic dip before stumbling into the people 
beside us. It was great fun that 
lasted a few songs before last call 
came and we had to buy more 
drinks. We bought a final round 
of beer, the lights came on and 
returned linearity to time. The 
blonde decided she’d had enough 
of me so she took the midriff and left 
quickly. I had asked her to come home 
with me, but she said no, and I didn’t 
pursue it any further. There’s an alleyway 
behind the faux-cowboy bar where college boys and 
addicts go to smoke cigarettes and buy drugs. Scruff was 
smoking a cigarette and had struck up a conversation with 
a strange person near the alleyway. Fletch and I went into 
the alley to see what kind of drugs the college boys were 
buying. I had a pen and pad in my pocket, as I usually 
do, and asked one of the college boys to write something 
down on the pad. I don’t remember what I asked him to 
write, but he spat on the pad and smashed the pen on 
the ground, all while smiling and acting like we were 
best of friends. I really liked that pen. A good friend 
of mine had given it to me. Fletch later gave me a new 
pen that he took from a credit union, but I still missed 
the other pen. 
Then another college-looking boy came up to Fletch 
and me in the alleyway and asked us if we wanted some 
#######. I can’t remember the word he said. It was 
a regular word, but I’d never heard it used to refer to 
drugs. Before then, I thought I had heard all the terms 
for different drugs, but it had been a few years since I 
was a college boy myself and new words had emerged 
since then. After staring at him blankly for a while, the 
college-looking drug dealer politely clarified that he was 
selling cocaine. We didn’t want to buy any cocaine. We 
had just come down the alleyway to see what kind of drugs 
the college boys were buying. We told him that, so he left 
us alone, and then we left the allyway to collect Scruff and 
walk home.
That was the extent of the exciting parts of the night. The 
walk home took a long time, but the fresh air was appreci-
ated, as was the opportunity to talk to one another without 
making eye contact. I can’t remember what we talked about, 
but eventually we were at the apartment I was looking after. 
Dead tired, we fell asleep.
• • •
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When I first moved to Castlegar for school in 
September 2016, I didn’t know anyone in town and 
felt the need to establish local connections to rid myself 
of my loneliness. Joining a sports team was the way 
I wanted to go about this, but knowing I have never 
been good at ball sports, I did not feel motivated to try 
out for basketball, volleyball, soccer, or anything that 
involves balls. As I was driving home one day, a muffled 
recruitment ad came on the radio, and an enthusiastic 
voice announced that Castlegar’s very own roller derby 
team Dam City Rollers would be starting to train their 
“fresh meat” soon for the season and it was going be 
a lot of fun! No experience, no problem! Just bring a 
mouth guard and they will train you from the start.
Interesting, I thought, but the idea of me knocking 
people out on roller skates was just too absurd. Being 
shorter than 5 foot 3 and weighing just a bit over 115 
pounds, I imagined that I would be 
easily butchered. At the time, the 
only idea I had of what roller derby 
is was probably from Ellen Page’s 
movie Whip It that I saw when I was 
a teenager. Too absurd, I thought. I 
brushed away the idea and went on 
with my life. 
But when recruitment posters 
started showing up everywhere I 
went on campus, I knew that derby 
was calling me. So I thought to 
myself, ok, I will just go to a practice 
and check it out. I didn’t even bring 
a mouth guard because A) I didn’t know where to get a 
mouth guard, and B) I was sure that roller derby was not 
for me. I just wanted to see it with my own eyes for once.
I showed up at the practice hall, in t-shirt and jeans, 
fancied up with some lipstick, hoping to make a good 
impression on the players. When I was greeted by two 
girls double my size and calling themselves “Pro-pain 
Paula” and “Jinjoe Fight-Us,” and another one with 
tattoos named “Irish Whipsky”, I felt so intimidated 
and thought, this is not my type of game; these people 
will tear me apart and I should really get myself out of 
here before it’s too late. Unfortunately (or fortunately), 
I did not have the chance to get out before more girls 
showed up and greeted me warmly. One who was 
about my size suggested that I try on her gear. Give it 
a try, she said, see if you like it. 
As I put the skates on, the mixed feelings of excite-
ment and embarrassment swamped me; I hadn’t put 
Blood Thirsty Savages
By Ariel Chao on a pair of roller skates since I was eight years old. I 
didn’t know if the way I tied my laces was right, and I 
didn’t know how to stand up nor stop myself from roll-
ing once I was up. It was such an incredible feeling to 
find myself outside of my comfort zone before I realized 
it consciously. I owned the danger and the excitement 
with my whole body like Bambi trying to walk on ice and 
didn’t’ let negative thoughts stop me from trying. After 
being on wheels for about 5 minutes, half of my self-
doubt was gone. I felt the derby girl in me. I wanted in!
I got my mouth guard the next day and started 
joining the practices twice a week. Once I got to know 
the players, I became ever more amazed by each one 
of them to a point that I was so ashamed of my initial 
assumption that only big, tattooed, ruthless women who 
enjoyed nothing but violence played derby.
I learned that many of the Dam City Rollers are 
working moms with various jobs, and some are even 
returning to derby after giving birth. Their tattoos don’t 
suggest criminality or violence; they are the creative 
representations of their passions and the unique 
stories of their lives. The players are not defined by 
their body types; no matter big or small, thin or thick, 
there are different positions suitable for all players to 
shine with their full potential as athletes. Their move-
ments are swift and precise, demonstrating both the 
physical strengths in their toned muscles and the will 
power that pushes them beyond pain and fatigue. They 
play by league rules and don’t just knock people out 
like blood-thirsty savages. They have committees that 
govern the internal functions of the team and social 
contributions to local communities. Most importantly, 
roller derby is a team sport that gives rise to a strong 
sisterhood among players. Once you are ready to show 
your commitment to the team, you will receive tremen-
dous love and support in return.
Roller derby is an empowering sport that provides 
women a platform to discover their strengths and 
build self-confidence. For example, players need to 
communicate with each other loudly and clearly, trust-
ing their own skills as well as their coach’s or teammates’ 
decisions for strategies, and helping new players by 
passing on their techniques and encouragement. It is 
also a very humbling sport. From learning to fall down, 
passing the skills tests, to being rostered for bouts 
and playing an assistive role in a game, there is always 
something that keeps players’ egos in check for the 
cohesiveness and the success of the team. These are 
the valuable qualities of assertive yet compassionate 
At the time, I only had 
the vaguest idea of 
what roller derby was, 
probably from Ellen 
Page’s movie Whip It 
that I saw when I was  
a rebellious teenager.
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women, lessons that can be internalized and trans-
ferred to any aspect of our lives.
When I talked about roller derby to my friends and 
acquaintances, I could tell that most of them either did 
not have a clue what roller derby was or had the same 
misconceptions as I did. They thought that derby is 
where girls hit girls and it’s kind of sexy because play-
ers wear fishnets and hot pants, and there are a lot of 
booty actions to be seen. The images people have in 
their minds don’t equate the seriousness of the sport to 
other professional sports. The sexy outfits and flamboy-
ant make-up surely are part of the derby culture, much 
like a segment of a gene in your DNA. But just as human 
beings are not defined according to a couple segments 
of genes, derby deserves to be looked at with a more 
holistic lens.
In fact, roller derby is very much like any other 
professional sport, with leagues around the world 
that jockey for a spot in the Roller Derby World Cup, 
which was inaugurated in 2011 in Toronto, Canada, 
and is held every four years with the next one being in 
England in 2018. Modern roller derby is widely played 
by all-female teams. As of 2017, the Women’s Flat Track 
Derby Association (WFTDA) has 392 full member 
leagues and 63 apprentice leagues worldwide. There 
is also a growing trend in men’s and youths’ participa-
tion in the sports, with separate leagues, Men’s Roller 
Derby Association (MRDA) and Junior Roller Derby 
Association (JRDA), collaborating closely with WFTDA. 
In fact, when roller derby first started in the 1930’s, the 
sport was played with co-ed teams. 
For the sport to be recognized for its seriousness 
and integrity in the modern time, it is necessary that 
players get support from the public. In other words, the 
public needs to see the metamorphosis of the sport 
from the days of the stunted and theatrical roller derby 
shows popularized with the onset of TV broadcasting 
in the 70’s. As the revival of the athletic roller derby 
only started in the early 2000’s, the industry is still in its 
early stage at winning the hearts of the public. Here in 
Castlegar, I have noticed that almost half of the town 
shows up at hockey games, whereas at roller derby 
games, the audience is comparatively smaller, some-
times not even enough to fill up the school gym. As a 
person who’s had eye-opening experiences with the 
modern roller derby sport, I would encourage every-
one who likes to see something new to check out the 
local games and cheer for Castlegar’s Dam City Rollers, 
Rossland and Trail’s Roller Girls (RTRG), and Nelson’s Kill 
Joys whenever possible. Learn about the game and be 
amazed by the power of girls on wheels. Who knows? 
Perhaps you will decide to lace up yourself like I did!
One of my teammates once said to me, Ariel, you 
will not walk out from derby the same person again. 
Five months since I re-learned how to roll around in 
quad-skates, I am not a wimpy terrified Bambi anymore. 
I have passed the first skills test with some really cool 
footwork that I had never imagined myself to be able 
to do— plough-stop, t-stop, weaving in between 10 
cones in 6 seconds, transitioning  180 or 360 degrees, 
and even jumping! I still need to complete the neces-
sary 27 laps in 5 minutes and learn about the combat 
techniques and strategies to be allowed on the track 
with the big kids. The process was not all rainbows 
and butterflies—more like rainbow bruises and cater-
pillar-to-butterfly. But as long as I am going to the 
practices, I am not just reaping the physical improve-
ment but also building 
a tenacious mind that 
refuses to give up and 
learning how to give and 
receive support. Quite 
frankly, I like myself more 
now because of derby. My short-term 
goal is to be able to play in either a scrim-
mage or an actual bout for the current 
season (which ends in summer), and in the 
long run, I hope to wear my roller derby 
identity as “Scariel Chaos”, and inspire 
more girls and women to challenge 
their own limits and make the impos-
sible possible.
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She is a horror enthusiast who is afraid of the dark.
V I K T O R O LY N Y K
Viktor Olynyk is an artist that enjoys illustrating 
dead forms doing living things.  He is inspired by art, 
music and sport.
KO D I E S N O W
Kodie Snow is an aspiring photographer and 
traditional artist who has way too many dogs and not 
enough hands to pet them all.
A N D R E W V I S S E R 
Andrew Visser is a native of Ontario and a writer on 
a mission to try and break the dreaded deadline barrier. 
Reports are inconclusive but when the moon is red and 
white eye wolves howl, something gets through.
P E T E R M C R O R Y
I Illustrate and reinvent nature, design with a clear 
purpose, study the science behind the strategies, 
introduce mystery into the world, and take time to 
refine. It’s all in the details.
J A M E S T U C K E R
James Tucker is a Toronto-born filmmaker, 
photographer and graphic designer. His craft centers 
on storytelling, and he enjoys food, hockey and the 
great outdoors. 
M A D I S O N G R E E N
Madison’s canvas is where all the magic happens. Her 
art style is a way of self-expression, leaving her thoughts 
and feelings through dramatic changes in various art 
pieces. Expressing herself from soft or rough brush 
strokes, to bold or dramatic photography shots.
PAU LT O N S E R R I N G
Paulton Serring has been here before but can’t 
remember most of it. He likes cats and duck feta. His 
other car is a boomerang.
DY L L A N L AC H E LT
Dyllan Lachelt is an aspiring writer from Nelson, 
attending Selkirk College. She lives with 5 roommates 
and her adorable Bugg puppy Krieger who loves to try 
to eat poetry.
S H A N E G I O F U
Shane Giofu fled P.T. Barnum’s Museum of Freaks 
in 1877 and eventually made his home in Moose 
Jaw, Saskatchewan. When he isn’t dreaming about 
spending time with his granddaughter, he is busy 
earning the tribute he pays to the vampires who ensure 
his longevity and boyish good looks for a man of 
one-hundred and sixty.
M E R I N C H R I S A N T H
Merin Chrisanth is a traditional artist, graphic designer, 
and web developer. I work in pen and ink, as well 
as digital media. He is inspired by the Renaissance 
masters and Indian pattern designs. His illustration is 
detailed, and his design work is clean and simple.
C A L L U M P E N G E L LY
Callum Pengelly is artistically fascinated by the 
uncommon sources of wonder we encounter everyday. 
His artwork and poetry is an attempt at rediscovering 
the mix of magic and cynicism that wonder invokes.
K AT I E  S AW Y E R
Katie Sawyer lives in Nelson, BC perched on the side 
of a mountain where, between battling Canadian 
winters and mothering her two little ones, she 
sometimes writes.
E L I Z A B E T H C U N N I N G H A M 
Elizabeth Cunningham is from a hurricane that 
blew her chimney down the street in Toronto; Ward’s 
Island, where she saved homes; Eden Mills, where 
her children’s lives rushed by like a turbulent river, 
and Nelson where she climbs mountains daily. She 
is from a forest of fallen leaves where all the trees are 
blowing down.
C O R R I N E B U N D S C H U H
Emerging writer Corrine Bundschuh draws on her 
sixteen years of producing Shambhala Music Festival 
to bring humorous stories from the inside.
S H A N N O N S TA S Y K
Shannon Stasyk writes creative non-fiction and poetry. 
She has an appreciation for cleverness, dark humour, 
bold wine and sharp cheese.
F L E T C H E R F I T Z G I B B O N A N D J O E L 
Z U S H M A N
Fletcher FitzGibbon and Joel Zushman are aspiring 
writers and longtime pals originally from Victoria 
BC. When in their hometown, they can be found at 
either Smiths’ Pub or Big Bad Johns.
A R I E L  C H AO
Ariel Chao is a first year pre-med student at Selkirk 
College. She counts in Chinese, dreams in English, 
and believes that stories have the power to knock 
down stereotypes and rock someone’s world.
J A I M E J E N K I N S O N
Jaime Jenkinson is an inspiring illustrator and 
animator who needs a daily dose of sugar and memes 
to function in order to get any work done.
J O R DA N W E I S S
Jordan Weiss is an artist specializing in illustration, 
digital painting, and photography. His works heavily 
use emotion and feeling as a focal point, and he 
enjoys sharing his life story, and how it intrinsically 
connects to his art.
B R O N W Y N L E B L A N C
Bronwyn is an aspiring and enthusiastic digital 
artist that focuses mainly on 3D modeling, concept 
art, and illustration.
J E S S E S TA S I U K
Jesse Stasiuk began illustrating as a way of supporting 
his writing. Now he writes to support  his illustrations. 
In time he hopes to make the two coexist harmoniously.
W H I T N E Y R O T H W E L L 
If Whitney Rothwell could have a super power, she’d 
choose the ability to move objects with her mind. 
K R I S T E N G A R D N E R
Kristen Gardner is a traditional and digital artist 
who aspires to work as a professional illustrator 
post graduation.
J A K E S T E P H E N S 
Jake Stephens currently lives in Castlegar, and enjoys 
reading science fiction and fantasy.co
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